by the unprecedented and divine-like flowering, relapsed
into a dark and bloody intestinal conflict which lasted for
centuries, ending at a point so far back as to appear mytho-
logical to their successors. At Mycenae the gods once
walked the earth, of that there can be no question. And
at Mycenae the progeny of these same gods produced a
type of man who was artistic to the core and at the same
time monstrous in his passions. The architecture was Cy-
clopean, the ornaments of a delicacy and grace unrivalled
in any period of art. Gold was abundant and used un-
stintingly. Everything about the place is contradictory.
It is one of the navels of the human spirit, the place of
attachment to the past and of complete severance too. It
wears an impenetrable air: it Is grim, lovely, seductive
and repellent. What happened here is beyond all conjec-
ture. The historians and the archaeologists have woven
a slim and altogether unsatisfying fabric to cover the mys-
tery. They'piece together fragmentary items which are
linked in the customary manner to suit their necessitous
logic. Nobody has yet penetrated the secret of this hoary
scene. It defies the feeble processes of. the intellectual
mind. We must await the return of the gods, the restora-
tion of faculties which now lie dormant.

It was a Sunday morning when Katsimbalis and I left
Nauplia for Mycenae. It was hardly eight o'clock when we
arrived at the little station bearing this legendary name.
Passing through Argos the magic of this world suddenly
penetrated my bowels. Things long forgotten came back
with frightening clarity. I was not sure whether I was re-
calling things I had read as a child or whether I was tap-
ping the universal memory of the race. The fact that these1
places still existed, still bore their ancient names, seemed
incredible. It was like a resurrection and the day we had